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Barcelona Presents a

R

“Second Salon

“The Convalescent,”

by Prat

€€ A ESFERA,” the leading
I Spanish periodical on art, in

e,

(From left to right): “Romantic Company,” by Castanys; “Love That Conquers Love,” by “Ele”;
Lands,” by “Ovi"; “The Mayor of Talavera,” by Junceda; *The

|

its last issue reproduces a
group of pictures that have |
been awarded prizes at an exposition of
humerous drawings being held in Barce-
Although some Spanish crities are

lona. |

skeptical as to the success of the exposi- :l

tion, the “Esfera™ is outspoken in its

praise of the works exhibited, It says:
“To the surprise and indignation of some

|

of our critics
of Humnrists

the success of the Second

Salon is even more assured

| than that of the recent Fourth Madrid Fx-

| hibition,

| Torbidden.

In the near fulurve the only thing
the'eritics can dn ia to apply Lo the=authori- .

ties to have the opening of the exposition

“Meanwhile the majority of the public is

agrecd that the results of the exhibition

{ could not have been better.

Sixty-eight
artists took part in it and 249 pictures were
exhibited. The Minister of Provisions, the
Royal Artistie Club, the Civil Governor of
the Proyvinee and many others offered prizes

the awarding of which was decided by a

committee of judges consisting of the car-
toonists Apa, Picarol, Grau Miro and No-
gucrag Oller.

“The prize offered by the Royal Artistic__

Club was awarded to Pedro Prat Ubach for
his picture entitled ‘The Convalescent,! The
of the Minister of Provisions was
given to Luis Elias (Anem) for his ‘Poor

prize

Surgeon.” The Goyernor's prize to Federico

Borras (Lotus) for his ‘In the Poor Dis:

trict.
"It i5 natural that most of the exhibitors

| well

were eartoonists and painters from Cata- |

loniu.

L i ras Ane I o 3
Prominent among them wa L e antiate:

the brother of Apa, who exhibited his cari- |

catures ealled ‘The Poor Surgeon’ and ‘Ro-

“Exotic
Poor Surgeon,” by “Anem”

meanticism';
cartoonist, with his ‘Deluge’; Castanys, with
his ‘Romantic Company'; Cornet, another
master in the field of political carieaturs,
with his ‘Fixed Price of Flour'; Gran Miro,
known for his originality, with his
‘Descendant’; Ele, whose ‘Love That Con-
quers brought him much praise;
Xavier Gaell, with his ‘Lover of the Heart';
Anton Farre, with his ‘Spy,” and Junceds,
who is the author of “The Mayor of Taia-
vera'; Ovi, whose cartoons ‘New York, "Va-
lencia’ and ‘Nijinsky’ brought him almost
50,000 pesetas and who is now exhibiting
his ‘Exotic Lands. )

“The following Madrid ecartoonists were
reprogented: Antequara Azpiri, Manuel -
jados, José Cuesta, Deliesa de Menn, Eresns,
Galvan, Gutierrez Laraya, Giraldez, K-Hito,
Loigovrri, Masip, Pariguet, Pedraza, Ribas
and Tito. :

“There also participated the following for-
Wilkinson (Engligh), Nurdin,
Fleter (French), Ros W. (Arvgentine) and

Love'

Brunet, the veteran political |

| “In the Poor District,” by

“Lotus”

Keepin

n

Tino {Cuban).”

C

gazines |

The NOII\-’E&UX RiChes Of | suit, “Tames, no one knows yu' but yu'self.

industry

F INDUSTRIAL
ceiving as big money as it has been

workers

rumored they are, what, one may
wonder, are they doing with it? In
Post”  Albert
interesting

“The Saturday Ewvening
W, Atwood
i 0 a
facts and figpures relating to this sub-

presents some

jeet, the results of a personal investiga-

tion he has heen conducting. e re-
purts that—
“unfortunately far teo many workers are

not lesking shead, are not preparing for

the futore. The thought of having to toil

for low wages apgaln has not oeeurred to

of
idea that a part of their present big wepes

ENRTEY them.  They haven't caught the
should be considercd as eapital to be put
away. to be kept intuet, and not to he used
as income at all, A shipyard worker mak-
ng eight dollars 4 day was recontly killed
yw his automohile on a Sunday afternoon,
nd i wag found that net enly did his fam-
Iy have no money to bury him, but that
when his wife and two children got home
that night there was nothing for them to
eal in the house and no money with which
to buy food.”

And this gives an idea of exactly hn}v
the money is spent:

"It is & striking eoincidence that fh every
industrial centre gets almost
dentically the same stories or anecdotes
aubout the extravagance of the younp work-
ing men and women. These stories always
relate to clothes and shoes; waists and
hoes for the givls and shivts and shoes for
the men, hears of whole
uits of furs, but waists or shirts and shooes
eem to be the greoat heart's desire of the
vounger element of working people. In a
mall coal mining town in Western Penn-
vIvania [ was told that $40 is o price rather

vrest one

Sometimes one

vommuonly paid fur a suit by bovs working
m the mines, far below the highest
wapes, al that.

at

“Two or three days later 1 was told al-
most the in ong big
powder eentrés. Young men would be sized
up by the elerks in clothing stores as proper
candidates for a 320 suit, and they would
suceessively“refuse, without explunation o
any sign of animation, the $20, 825 and §28
brands, only to brighten up and purchase
an the spot a guit fur $30 or more the mo-
ment it was shown them. Everywhere one
hears of the same tvpe of ancedotes in re-
wird to shoes. From the purchaser’s ap-
pearance g pair at $1.50 would be suprested.
Result, general apathy and discontent on
the part of the purchaser. Finally
would ask timidly for the 89 pair in the
window and remark: 'l puess they're good
enough for me.'

“Apparently our munition, shipbuilding,
coal, steel and owher wur industry centres
are having much the same experience with
extravagance in dress as the English towns
did a ecouple of In Inglish
munition towns considerable
inerease also

srme  story of the

yoenrs
there i
in the sale of jewelry, and
curiously enough 1 have found this to
true near severul of the great government
arsenals in this country. Evidence of the
increase in the sale of jewelry to the work-
ers, however, is nothing so impressive or
universal as the proof of an increase in the
purchase of expensive clothes,

“The attitude of a young negro worker in
a Southern powder plant is only a little bie
more exaggerated than that of thoussnds of
voung people of lighter color. Me wis
stretehed out on a eouple of seats in a train
one Sunday, and the man sitting just back
of him heard this soliloquy;

“'James," he said as he gazed at his bright
vellow shoes and noisy but expensive new

ngo,
s

b

are re- |

he

No one elze knows gu’ but yu'self) he kept
repeating. ‘and I'se su'ly burnin' up wit’ sat-
isfaction. "™

I'he Rev. Howard Rus-
sell, Prohibitionist
N AN article in “Harper's Magazine”
called  “Frightfulness
Saloon,” Burton J, Hendrick describes
briefly the career of the man who, he
says, is mainly responsible for the prog-
ress of the prohibition movement:

“Like all great temperance leaders the
Rey. Howard H, Russell had personal rea-

| herder,

| his
Against the |

|
1
|
|
| a country store, a school teacher, a cattie |
|

Oherlin, and a man of more than local fame
s a revivalist and temperance exhorter.
Hiz previous existence had been somewhut
varied; he had been a farmer, a clerk in
4 newspaper editor, a lawyer, a |
politician, u preacher and a city missionary.
He had from ull these divergent |
experiences the ane controlling passion of |
life—a hatred of the saloon. In all
l1s oceupations this institution had been

drawn

| the big fact that had constantly faced him. |

. relation

sons for abhorring the saloon, He had no :

sueh lurid past as John B, Gough, who had
spent his carly life as an apparently hope-

s drunkard, or Francis Murphy, who had
heen o suloonkeeper, and as such had done
time for illegal welling: yet Mr, Russell, in
his platform spreches, has Trequently de-
seribed his carly diffienlties with the drink
habit, and has made no seerct of tlie Tav-
ages which it had worked among his rela-
tives and antecedents. When he first ap-
prared a5 u prohibition sdvecate. however,
Mr. Russell showed no traces of these etrug-
glest an 1508 he was & neatly accoutred
clevpyman of thirly-eight, « graduate of

“As a lawyer he had spent a large part |
of his time fighting illegal scllers: us =a
newspaper editor and politician he had
gained much information, which he after-
ward put to practical use, concerning the
that had always existed betwoeen
the whiskey interests and pelities. The
event that determined his life work eame in
Mz, Russell’s twonty-seventh year, when e
underwent sudden relirious conversion,
Mr. Hussell bhad never done anything half-
way, and now, from an easy-going, casy-
living, earcless ‘good follow,” having half- |
interest in his religious welfare, and a not |
mfrequent visitor to the saloon, he imme- |
diately became what niost people would
probably deseribe as a 'fanatic’ A ecourse |
ut Oberlin fitted Mr, Russell for the min- |
istry, lven befove his graduation he trav- ;
ciled through small Ohio towns, holding re-
vival meetings, Afterward, in Kansas City,

a

| Middle

| Above all, he had one definite iden.

| Western front.

he held evangelistie services in a huge eircus .

tent, and he used to go from house to house,

like # book agent, eanvassing for converts. | 1 onular conception of the characteristics

Mr. Russell represented precizely thut type
of religious leader that was plentiful in the
West at that period. The man of
the werld pru‘bnbl:: regarded him as an ex-
tremely commonplace, inexperienced, even
a ridiculous figure. Practically every eity
in the United States had Mr. Russell’s coun-

terpart, working as ‘city missionary, hold-

ing itinerant revival meetings, here and
there picking a drunkard out of the gutter,
now and then placing a degraded family on
its feet,

“But Mr. Rusgell has eertain character-
istics that lift him above the commonplacs,

His

I the

suceess consisted in the fact that he dis- |

covered an entirely new and practical way
of fighting the saloon.”

“Sportsmen”’

3- RTHUR RUHL, back in France |
again, begins in the current “Col- |

ican Islands in France,” has to go with |

the gigantic American organization that

has been built up on the other side. Inci- |

dentally is related the following bit of | aud

conversafion with a French woman that
throws interesting light on the French

of the American soldier:

“A sweet-faced woman in black, without a
hat, and with her little boy, sat down on
bench heside me, and the youngster,
with the polite but rather evident inten-
tion of being heard, began to read aloud
from & phrase book: '‘Good—morning—sir-
-r-r! How-—are—you?
and afterward strolled along under the
trees.  The mother was the wife of a
printer, too old for military service, hut
her elder son would soon be called up and
most of her relatives were at the front
She spoke with a gentle precision which
seemed to fit the reputation of Tours —of the
way the war drageed on, the cost and seare-
ity of everything—'it's not living,' she s4id,
with a tired smile,

“I nsked how it seemed to have their old
town so overrun with stranpgers—if there
weren't, perhaps, too many of us. Ng, she
said, she found the Americans very pleas-

| = . ; i ant, and they were all such fine, strong-
| lier’s"" a4 new series of articles from the |

This first, called YAmer- |

looking young seldiers. Mayhe it would be
good for their old France to be stirred up
a hit, Tt would be good for their boys—
they, too, might grow up to he sportsmen.
“The French boys nre already learning,
in villages where our men have heen

So we had a lesson, |

| stutioned long enough to eettle down a bit
you will gee small boys batting flies and
streaking around bases as if they really
understood and liked it. And our men are
also learning, lessons in thrift, if nothing
clse. And while it is hard for American

soldiers to be economical, one every now |

¥ |
and them runs across an officer trying to
pound the idea in, and zaving all the old |

boxes instead of making bonfires of them.
The French method of cutting down trees,
with even the smallest twigs saved and done
up in neat bundles, is eertainly an object
lesson to some of our enlisted lumbermen.

“‘Le sport’ has been talked about a good
deal in France of late years, but it was
rather more talked about than practised,

and it may be that the example of our |

( men will help to make it & more permancent
reality. There are continual editorials and
letters to the papers urging the importance
of making boys as fit in body for the test
of wa# as the French have shown themse
fit in sowl. Frenchwomen are reminded
that, while they are the tenderest of moth-
| ers, they sometimes have a false idea of
their duty and insist on bringing up their
boys in cotton wool,

“Nearly every reference to our troops is
accompanied with comment on their vigor
and litheness, the hard lives we have been
used to; and the convietion
all a race of nthletes
otie really feels as if

that we are
is 8o universal that
one ought to slip

URPRISED, without an umbrella,
by a wvielent downpour, Mme,
Rosier, who was coming home
from her grocer’s laden down with

supplies, took refuge in a doorway in the
Boulevard Sébastopol. While waiting for
the sky to elear she looked absent-mind-
edly into a glass showease, filled with
photographs, which stood at the bottom
of the stairway.

Suddenly she gave a start, What rea- =

By H. Bezancon

he Romance of Louise Ros

ier

Translated by WILLIAM L. McPHERSON

appeal,
greater freedom from old conn
relutions belween me
wird sacrifices.
France of the

Capyright, 1918, New York Tribune Inc.
Here is a war story which is modestly and candidly sensational.
Yet it reflects interestingly a certain alteration of the Ky
entions and a wore generons eulfiv
noand women have become simpler
The godmother and the soldier's
war period i3 perkaps the better and richer for that,

It betrays mo subtlety.
rench mind in the mattcr of sentimental attachments—a

ation of romance which the war hns browught about. The
and more genwine as a regult of the p
corrvespondent have opened new trails

It 48 straightforward i its

ressure of comnon emotions

of romantic experience. And (he

sonin the world was there that that |

case should contain a photograph, in a
velvet frame, of her daughter Louise—a
photograph which she had never seen or
heard of? Was she not deceived by a
surprising resemblance? She drew near-
er and put on her glasses. 1t certainly
was Laouise—her features, her coiffure,
her white lace corsage trimming.

*No doubt,” she thought, “Louise has
had a photograph taken on the sly. But
why?  Or, rather, for whom?"

' have three or four of my own.”

A eruel enigma, which weighed upon |
her mind and would leave her no peace |

until she had solved it!

Fortunately the rain stopped. She hur- |

ried home. Louise had just come in, af-
ter finishing her class at the school for
orphans,

“You aren't very wet, mama, are
vou?” the young girl asked, taking
chargre of the parcels.

YAs if that made any difference!”

eried Mme. Rosier, all out of breath from
walking rapidly. “Why did you have
your photograph taken without letting
me know anything about it?”

“How did you know?” stammered the
young teacher,

“No matter how. Tell me."

At first nonplussed, Louise presently
recovered her sang-froid, She was
p'i'n:l:.- blonde, twenty-four years
whase fresh and velvety face and whose
generous figure suggested a  beautiful

i

old, |

fruit almost come to maturity rather |

than a flower which had just budded.

| pretty blonde confessed, blushing a little, | co

“Well, mother, dear, T shall be frank
with you. My dream is that of Molidre's
Henriette: *A good hugband, ehildren, a |
home." At the orphan school I have sixty |
little ones to look ufter. I would rather

“Alas, my dear, without dot or rela-
tives that is a diflicult matter.”

“So I wished to have all the chances |
on my side. Fearing your seruples, T
answered, without consulting vou, an ad-
vertisement in which a young officer
from the invaded regions asked for 1
correspondent.  Very quickly we have
established a hond of sympathy. He is |
not only a good man, but well educated
and full of feeling. All the lotters I
have had from him in the last 8ix
months are in the little chest in my bed-
room. And when you read
them"——

“But the photograph?”

“He asked me for one very insistently,
And since that moment we have been in
a4 way engaged.”

“Without my knowledge!”

“But you see, mother,” Louise pleaded
earnestly, “the engagement is condition-
al. Jean Carnac ought to et a furlough
almost any time. So you will meet him.”

“And the photograph, in the mean-

time?

have

“Well, it is next to the heart of a good
man"-—

“Next to his heart?"

“He wrote me that in his last letter,” the |

Two weeks later a visitor discreetly
vang the hell of the Rosier apartment.
Louise, opening the door, saw before Her
a tall, dark-complexioned man, whose
handsome black eyes had a soft and seri-
ous expression and who wore elegantly
his horizon-blue uniform,

She was so exeited that in the caller’s
fewr words the name of Jean Carnac was
all that she heard distinetly.

“Come in, please, monsieur; I shall be
happy to present you to my mother,”

It was only when they found them-
selves all three in the little salon that
Louise noticed the empty sleeve hanging
at the young man’s side.

*Oh!" she murmured, “you have loat
an arm and I knew nothing about it!”

“Why shomld my friend have informed
you of so common an accident?” he an-
swered, with a melancholy smile,

“To you I was an unknown, But, un-
fortunately, I have a Precious remen-
brance to deliver to You, mademoiselle,”
he added, presenting Louise with a little
package, which she undid at once, not
without difficulty.

“My letters! My photograph !

Mme. Rosier could not repress a shud-
der at the sight of those articles, co
victing her daughter of a
dence.  But, an instant later, she felt
her prepossessions against this suitor,
with his frank and loy
vanishing into thin air,
“Monsieur,” she said, “T believe that I
mprehend the scruples to which you

great impru.

al countenance,

= |

have yielded. But I know my daughter
well enough to be sure that vour plorious
sacrifice cannot influence her exeept in
your favor.”

There was a brief silence, during
which the mother and daughter saw a
certain feeling of surprise reflected in
the young man's eyes. Meanwhile he

. . M - .. |
gazedyat Louise with an admiration so

tender that no one eould doubt the senti-
ment which animated him,

“Offer M. Carnac a chair,” Mme. Ro-
sier added, noticing for the first time
that they had all remained standing,

“Will not monsieur take a cup of
tea?!

A slight blush of embarrassment col-
ored the young man’s cheeks.

“Ladies,” he said, “I see that ¥you are
lxboring under a misapprehension, I am
not Jean Carnac. 1 told mademoiselle
that I had come in his stead.”

“AR" said Louige, “vou are, no doubt,
the friend of whom he spoke so often in
his letters—M. Marboy.”

He nodded his head.

“But, since you come in his stead, has
he been seriously wounded?”

A prave silence was his only answer.

“*Ig he dead?”

“Alas! It is a4 brother 1
him,"”

“Poor young man!" sighed Mmes Ro-
sier, without knowing to whicu of them
she should address her sympathy. She
regretted, for her part, that the fulse
Jean Carnac was not the true one,

mourn in

As for Louise, she remained for a min-
ute silent and chagrined—but, too hon-
et to feign a grief which the loss of a
fiane¢ whom she had never known could
not inspire in her, and yvielding—she, too
—to the sympathetic charm of the man
who had brought her thiz sad news.

“Mademoiselle,” he hegan again, feel-
ingly, “I still have to deliver to you this
letter of Jean's; which I shall ask you to

woread aloud to your moter.”

“I am mortally wounded, my dear and
beautiful corrvespondent. The dream
which I have dreamed can never be real-
ized. But I have a ¢onfession to make to
you. Your letters, so spontaneous and
$0 sincere, so courageous and so tender,
the charming letters of a true French-
woman, have been read over my shoulder
by another. By my friend, Pierre Mur-
boy, from whom 1 have no secrets.

“Like myself, he has felt the seduction
of your correspondence apd your photo-
graph. Receive him as my other self —
my better self. In civil life, to which he
is returning, he is an instructor—one of
| those who understand the nobility of that

modest role and who labor with love to

form the souls of the children of France,

Besides that, o poet of talent, a lauréat

of the Acadenmy., Adien. Louise, the

fiancée of my dreams!”

Suffering and feebleness had plainly
abridged the letter, the signature to
which was written in a trembling hand.

Again there was a brief silence,
|  “Do you permit me to hope?”

mured Pierre Marboy, whose look

mur-

“Mansieur,” said the young teacher,
lifting her eyes, “that letter is
mental hequest,
Carnac. Th
of finding

a senti-
I have never seen Jean
at will facilitzte the illusion
m again in oyou.”

She turned to consult her mother with
a look. But the latter had already van-
ished to prepare the traditional “eup of

l t.latl,"

es |

envel- |
eped Mlle. Rosier like a respectful caress, |

out and run around the Bois
ing, lest this almost to

our prowess should some day
lusion.”
A Picture of Soviet
Russia

0 THILE America’s attitude toward
the situation in Russia 1= still
in the formative stage,” Charles John-

ston writes in “The North Amerian
Review,"” “I think that I can rendera
substantial serviee to public/ opinion

here by transeribing a pieture of the
Russia with which we must I, as
painted by a Frenchman of great in-
sight and literary power, one of those
extraordinarily lucid mind

i
e

28 ‘clear

5 whi

and eritical spivit' Clemenceau once de-
seribed in a happy epicram.”
The Frenchman r red- to is Serge

de Chessin, and he calls his ds
“The evening twilight of a
Mr. Jehnston writes:

seription
capital,’

“He begins by drawing a
son dy

between

Patrogrrud

those: wintey seenes so affected

their ten

raric

X e

villages wrapped i
of churches

white

i
lage road secarred by ruts,
the infinitude of the dead stepne

“Is not the aspect of the streets e truest
mirror of a political régime”
then he draws a telling contr

asks, and
hetween

5t

the stately vistas of Patrograd, even in the
weeks before the revo.dtion, and the ghastly
squulor of Soviet Motrograd.

oven un-
nge mounted
luy cor i neurable
nearasthenia of a pe n;\'n withouy moral of

der the magnificent
by the Czars

gocial resistanee, the brutalitivs of an it
erate proletarint, anareh srmenta-
tion, all the uply things wi

ing revolution was prap
These dregs have tod

face. One would say

sk, was pazsi

The dull e & stoop-
g figures announes

For many hoars, for wha

men, women and childo
ketg on their arms, w
gard, before the shops,
tion triumphs ovey th
of endurance, and the vi
| starvation under the hall

indifferent crowd,
which
nothing uny loncer
neither eo
oart, on their way

lepsy

the food speculstors drg
streets wearing under th \
card: ‘lama thief!" riorthe cyerl

tle of riftes, fior the daily
the lamppost takes the |
lows, nor the ladies of
ing newspapers, nor gen
erusts, por the carrion ¢
walks, “Panis et cf
of Petrograd, in :

cus shic

little

reEst,

at, during the tr

complete t
the L
of sirens announced the moh
Red Guard and enemfy s
| over the city, the erowds co
all national or revelution
their eternal sentry mar
shope. This nightmare n

Gorman oifens

even by the sigmature of
peace.  While Tuss wae
the crowd continued to }

tet herrings and unspenk
extarnal aspeet, s i
the militant

world soeinlism, y
sian . proviuecial

| which Gorky had deseribed with such mortsl

of

I sadness.”




